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The sacrifice itself took the shape of deer and tried to escape.
Veerabhadra mercilessly cut off its head. With a mighty
blow of his weighty sword, the head of Daksha rolled on
until it fell in the sacrificial fires. At last it was the turn of
Surya for he could not hide anywhere. His own brightness
betrayed his location. "You Sun, did you not laugh
exhibiting all your teeth when Siva was abused?'. With
these words he slapped on Sun's cheeck resulting in the fall
of all his teeth. His lustre was also grabbed. All this was
accomplished in no time.
Dead silence prevailed. Corpses, scattered vessels
and broken idols lay everywhere. At the centre of the hall
was the head- less body of Daksha gushing blood. His wife
sat mourning by its side. At a little distance lay the body of
Sati. The flames had only taken her life, but did not tarnish
her loveliness. She lay as if she was sleeping. Nobody knew
when Siva arrived and sat by its side shedding silent tears.
He sat by the side of Sati's body constantly staring at it. He
saw nothing else and heard nothing of the commotion. For
him all things had ceased to be. His mind came out of the
dark dungeon of grief when he heard Veerini weeping
nearby. He turned his eyes and saw the noble lady stand
before him begging for her husband's life. Recognising the
grey- haired one as the beloved mother of his sweet Sati he
whispered, "Let Daksha live ". Then he resumed silence. All
of a sudden, Daksha's blood-stained body began to move.
His headless trunk rose up with its hands groping blindly.
Horrified, nobody knew what to do. The demons were
amused. One of them thought that a goat's head would be
fit for the headless body. He cut-off the head of the goat
that was bleating there and slapped it on to the trunk.
Daksha's spirit blinked at the world out of the goat's eyes.
His words came in goat's reedy, quavering voice chanting,
"Samchamey, mayaschamey, priyanchamey" and so on. The
demons screamed with laughter and teased him with their
coarse jests.